There was a roar of aeroplane engines overhead as I ran
along. The whole street was a mass of broken glass—great
thick sheets of plate glass from shop-windows, and one had
also to look out for pieces falling out of high-up windows.
However I got to the shelter without mishap. It was filled
with the local inhabitants, whose behaviour over the whole
matter was one of the most impressive things I have ever
seen in my life,
I don't know how any other crowd would behave in
similar circumstances, but it makes you think when you
remember that these people are constantly going through
this kind of thing, and they are going through it with a
very comparatively small chance of hitting back. I should
imagine that it is not particularly pleasant to be mixed up
in an air-raid even if you know that you have first-rate
anti-aircraft guns and plenty of fighter planes to go after
the raiders. But here this is by no means the case* and
the way these people take the whole thing as just part of
the day's work is truly amazing. There they were talking
and laughing away down in this shelter as though they
were just taking cover from rather an annoying shower of
rain which was lasting rather a long time. I kept on
poking my head out of the shelter to see if anything further
was happening. I heard the drone of aeroplanes for some
timef but when that stopped I went out to have a look and
see what damage had been done. I could do this as I wore
a Press armlet, which entitles you to go out in the streets
during air-raids if you feel that way inclined.
I only had to go round the corner to see the beginning
of it. There was a street of workmen's wooden houses
almost entirely destroyed—it's an extraordinary thing that
the Russian bombers have hit practically nothing but poor
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